CHAPTER II

MAINLY AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL

Boston, Mass.

MY acquaintance with the American people dates

from 1886 when I went as a post-graduate student

to Harvard University, an unusual thing, in those

days, for an English student to do, though not

unusual now.   I well remember Charles Eliot

Norton, the Professor of Belles Lettres, for whom

I had conceived, and still retain, an unbounded

admiration, saying to me one day, " My dear

young man, what on earth has brought you to this

uncivilized place ?"    I knew, of course, thafc-

" uncivilized " was only Professor Norton's waj

of putting things, and that he would have resentec >

the word if I had used it myself as a description

of his university; nevertheless, I had to tell hini

that it was not the love of learning but the spirit

of adventure which had brought me to Harvard;

and led me to enrol myself as one of his students/

The explanation seemed to please him, and from

that time onward he took a kindly interest in me,

often inviting me to his house on Shady Hill,

when he would delight me with his conversation,

he being one of those who are ready to give of

their best to the humblest recipient.   He it was
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